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The most important thing I learned on Tralfamadore was that when a person dies he only
appears to die. He is still very much alive in the past, so it is very silly for people to cry
at his funeral. All moments, past, present, and future, always have existed, always will
exist. The Tralfamadorians can look at all the different moments just the way we can look
at a stretch of the Rocky Mountains, for instance. They can see how permanent all the





















Finding her: what then? Only that what love there was to Stencil had become directed
entirely inward, toward this acquired sense of animatedness. Having found this he could
hardly release it, it was too dear. To sustain it he had to hunt V.: but if he should Ànd
her, where else would there be to go but back into half-consciousness? He tried not think,

























But if there is no cosmic Plan? What a mockery, to live in exile when no one sent you there.
Exile from a place, moreover, that does not exist. . . . When religion fails, art provides.
You invent the Plan, metaphor of the Unknowable One. Even a human plot can Àll the
void. . . . To live as if there were a Plan: the philosopher's stone. . . . To create an immense
hope that can never be uprooted, because it has no root. . . . To create a truth with a hazy
outline: when somebody tries to clarify it, you excommunicate him. . . . Why write novels?
















































. . . that girl, with one swing, he knew then, could bang a pitch clean out of the park.
ȨPlay ball!ȩcried the umpire. And the catcher, stripped of mask and guard, revealed
as the pitcher Damon Rutherford, whipped the uniform off the first lady ballplayer in
Association history, . . . they ran the bases, pounded into Àrst, slid into second heels high,
somersaulted over third, shot home standing up, then into the box once more, swing away,












It was true: the work, or what he called his work, though it was more than that, much
more, was good for him. . . . It was his Association that kept him young. (5-6)
ȨSuddenly, what was dead had life, what was wearisome became stirring, beautiful,












. . . to tell the truth, real baseball bored himȝbut rather the records, the statistics, the
peculiar balances between individual anf team, offense and defense, strategy and luck,
accident and pattern, power and intelligence. And no other activity in the world had so
precise and comprehensive a history, so speciÀc an ethic, and at the same time, strange as



















He(Henry) decided to start rookie pitcher Jock Casey for the Knicks to make the game an
even match, although secretly he knewȝin fact, he hesitated, admitted it out loud:ȨThey
should start their Ace southpaw, Uncle Joe Shannon.ȩ Knick manager Sycamore Flynn




























































. . . a compact league history, a book about these first fifty-six years. . . . the exposure
of some pattern or other. . . . it needed a new ordering, perspective, personal vision,
the disclosure of pattern, because he’d discovered. . . perfection wasn’t a thing, a closed
moment, a static fact, but process, yes, and the process was transformation and so Casey



































































He is afraid. Not only of what he must do. But of everything. . . . He stares at the sky,
beyond which is more sky, overwhelming in its enormity. He, Paul Trench, is utterly
absorbed in it, entirely disappears, is Paul Trench no longer, is nothing at all: so why does
he even walk up there? Why does he swing? Why does he run? Why does he suffer when
out and rejoice when safe? Why is it better to win than to lose? Each day: the dread. . . .
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